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smell of every hour. In the morning that of eggs frizzling in butter, the pungent cigarettes collet) and bad cognac; at live o'clock the fragrant odour of absinthe; and soon after the steaming soup ascends from the kitchen; and as* the evening advances, the mingled smells of cigarettes, eollVe, ami weak beer. A partition, rising a few feet or more over the hata, separates the glass front from the main body of the cafe. The usual marble tables are tht»n% and it IB there wo sat and justhotieiscd tilt two oYtork in the morning. But who is that man i he whosts prominent eyes ilaah with excitement That is Yillifn* tin Fish*-Aditm. The last or the supposed last of the great family. He is telling that girl a story ••••-that fair girl with heavy eyelids, stupid and sensual. Khe is, however, genuinely astonished and interfiled* and hit In striving to play upon her ignorance. Listen to him. "Spain—the night is fragrant with the sea and the perfume of the orange tnrn, yon know a midnight of stars and dreams. Now and then the silence in broken by the Bentnen challenging-- that is nil. Hut not in Spanish but in French are the chtttltmt^w given; the town is in the hands of the French; it b under martial law. But now an officer passes down a certain garden, a Spaniard disguised us u French officer; from the balcony the family- mtt* of tin* moat noble and oldest families Spain t*an I«*aj4 of, a thousand years, long before the conquest of the Moon*—
watches him.    Well then1'-*......-Villwrs HwtwpH with a
white feminine hand the long hair that in fulling over his face—he baa half forgotten, he in u litt It? mixed
